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By JANE DIXON.4
OMB womw are successful In

business. Others are successful
In love. But it seldom happens

Mut success strikes twice In the same
'glace. It is as If the, Eternal Balance
put on the brakes now and then just to

show us we are not Infallible.
Now and then Old Man Eternal Bal-

ance, gets prodigal and spills his gifts
regardless. This Is exactly what hap
pened when a charming French girl-Fr- ench

slightly alloyed with English

fed Welsh happened to be standing
his way. He gave her beauty and

rlt, and then, Just as If that were not

to make any normal girl
Mirny, h sent along a real, bona fide,

fcrosa my heart hope to die count to
complete his gifts. .
! And the way In which
jCMd Man Eternal Balance put over the
Count tool It was Just like something
knipped from a story by Robert Cham-
bers, thrilling.
1 Miss Rita Jollvet Is the name of the-girl- .

Or, rather, her name Is not Miss
EtHa Jollvet any more except for the

v purposes of lift stage At all other
' :lmes she Is the Countess de Cippico,

ealdence Naples, citizenship Italian.
The Count de Cippico of London,

Paris and. Naples Is an extremely hand-Mm- e

fellow. He Is not one of those
ilever soldiers of fortune who pick out
heir titles coming over on the ship
ind'then spring them shock fashion on
rulllble American girls. He is an
tallan nebleman with a nice old moth
aten castle and everything that goes
vlth the set. Also he la a business

1 nail. He has money .and he makes
nore. He Is one of his Ilk who finds
t Infinitely easier to make money than

to marry it.
The first chapter of the Count's ce

with the beautiful young
girl is, 'so

rosalc the publisher would never give
t a second thought were It net for 'the

p Injected thereafter.
' The Lore Chase.
' They met at ar dinner given by a
ommon friend in Paris. Miss Jollvet

Of the shining blacV hair and sparkling
black eyes was a favorite Continental
actress. The Count was Just barging

bout bit He begged Mile. Rita for
to call. She shrugged her

shoulders In true heroine fajhion and
(marked she would be delighted, but
-- she was leaving the next day for a
Month's rest. A count more or less
enfant nothing in her life.

Two weeks later, in an obscure vil-

lage in Brittany where Miss Jollvet
- Twas resting', the horizon of her quiet

ude was obscured by the appearance
of a brand new 'satelllto In the person
Of Count de Cippico. If he wanted
to play hide and seek with her. Mile.

'Rita, was willing. That night she

By DAVID A. CURTIS.
Vi OMETtES In the Good Book It
r f says what a , man that's' borned of a woman is of few
fays an' flies up'ards l)ke sparks," said

' old man Greenlaw as
he took a cigar from his pocket and
befran eating one end of It before
lighting the other.

There were four other persqns in the
old . man's little saloon in Arkansas
City at the time and to them It seemed

'almost Inexcusable that he Should
break the sllenco- - that had obtained
there for a long time in the way that

'be did. It was not so much that he
- "had. uttered tho few words recorded

'above, though they would gladly have
dispensed with even those few, but
they, realised from past experience
that so soon,as he had got (his cigar
well alight and had settled himself in
hia favorite chair by the window with

Mb feet on the window-sil- l he would
.continue to babble Indefinitely; and
they felt that they could, hardly endure

,the Infliction.
"Can't they be nothin' did fo' to

choke him off afo' he gits tellin' one
,o' them stories o' hlsn?" asked Sam
JPearsall. sotto voce. Mr. Pearsall was
Dlatnly nervous.

"Oh, let him rave," said Jake Wln-te- r
bottom in the same undertone. "He

mought as well do It hyar as to do It
uuo ine tunny nouse.

"I dunno 'bout that," said Jim Blals
dell gloomily. "If he was to go thar
by his lonesome I wouldn't givadam
but we uns Is alt on us liable fo to

piston up thar with him if it's one o'.
,tfcem poker stories."

nut even as they communed with
ruo another thus they realized tho
futility of any measure they might
take, short of a general rough house,

,to Interrupt the old man's output of
ipecch, and settling back In their scats

rtboy prepared themselves for the
worst.

Meantime, if the old man knew of
their he gave no sign.
Absorbed In his own line of thought

t.he waited only until he had his cigar
burning to his satisfaction. Then he
set his vocal chords going again.

"I al'aya had my own idoes 'bout
that," he bald, with tho air of one who
carea not to hear argument., "Some
on. 'em has few days an' some on 'em
has a hellova lot mo' 'n they 'pears
to be no sense in havln' of 'em.

"An as fo' gwine up'ards like
sparks, 'pears like a heap on 'cm is
mu' likely to go down'ards a'ter they

'cashes In. If they was to fly up'ards
mo' 'n likely they'd git lost in the
shuffle, beln' ' they ain't no place
p'vided fo' 'em outslden the rellums o'
Belzebub,

"But that ain't neither hynr nor,
thar. Don't make no dlff'rence to no-
body which way they goes on'y to
thair ownselfs. P'lnt is what use they
make o' them few days what they

' has, even It they alnt on'y a few on
Sim.

"If I was to write poetry, like they's
heap tries to, 'thouten havln' no reel

mplrtn' idee to put Into it, I wouldn't
make no slch mistake as they does
right I'm the start. First off, I'd pick
act a subjeck what was wuth writln'
about, 'aHF" o' pllln' good psper

slipped away, leaving ho clue along
the trail.- "If he had not ben born a Count, he
would mako a bully good detective,"
laughs Miss JoHvet,

And no wonder. Two days after her
rubber heeled exit from Brittany the
Count overtook her, on the Riviera.
She bolted to Monte Carlo. He was
hot, on her heels. She decided to go
at' once to Nice 'to fill an
He found hlabuslness would go to
smash Unless he appeared
In ?(iee forthwith. '

Right here Is where the Count hit
upon a really keen idea. He' knew
Miss Jollvet was an artist of high
Ideals, a loytl lover' of the artistic.

Count de of Rita

with hogwash what no 'ntelllgent man
wants to read about,-lik- love an' the
beauties o' natur' an' patr'tism an'
slch.'1

poetry got to do with
It?" exclaimed Joe Baasett,
disgusted.

(

"Poetry's got a hellova lot to do with
'most If It's wrote proper,"
said the old man with much dignity.
"Trouble is what they don't nobody
'pear to git a holt o' nothin' 'mpo'tant
to write about, like I done said," ,

"I den't make no question but what
yo all 'd do n heap better "n any on
'em If yo' was to try," said Jim Blals- -

dcll with a sarcastic Inflection which
the old man entirely failed, to recog
nize. "But what 'd yo' think o' writln'- -
about what ain't been did afo'?" he1
continued, winking at
who took no notice, .being, evidently
even more disgusted than Baasett by
the revolting triviality of the talk.

"Draw poker," said the old man with
no hesitation whatever. "Thar s a
subjeck what hain't never been wrote
in poetry's fur 's I knows. I reckon
probly the reason Is what they ain't
nobody qualified to treat it adequate,
not 'thouten I ah'd tackle It my own--
self.

I reckon pVaps I mought do it,
on'y if they's a pome wrote aooui
draw poker it 'dTught fo' to bo a
rcg'lar cpicac, an' I'd ought fo' to
begun It afo' I got along In years like
I bo now. I been, thlnkln' about it
though, an' they's a good chanst fo'
somebody to p'Juce work.

"Draw poker 'pears to typify nigh
bout everythln' they is In life what's
wuth payln' 'tentlon to. Take that
very text In the Good Book what I
done mentioned Just now. A mans
days ain't nothin' but chips fo' to set
Into the game with, whether ne's got
many on 'em or on'y a few. D'pends
on how he bet whether he gits the
best o' the game or goes broke afo'
.the, nnlsh,'

"How many days 'would yo' all
reckon a man 'd ought fo' to bet onto
j. straight flUBh?" asked Mr. Blalsdell

It was evident that none
of the old man's hearers was taking
him seriously, but It was also clear
that he himself was very much In
earnest,

"Th' ain't no use git tin' wrybald," he
said sternly. "Poetry 's made up of
allegories an' parables, nn' has to be
took 'r clso they can't no
body make head nor tall onto It. Usln'
days fo' chips Is a rigger o' speech
an' It goeH In poetry even If It don't
work out Into a sho'
'nnili.li frutnn

"Even Squire Twombley knowed
that much, an' ho wa'n't
fo' no gro't wisdom uutslden poker. He
was n rcg'lar bear at that, beln
quicker with 11 gun 'n anybody else
In

"Oh, exclaimed Mr.
IVaraall, and he went out Into the
nlKht. Mr. I'earsall could not abide
tho mention of Mra, Pearsall's birth
place,

"I done aa't him onc't how come he
dono lived 'h long 's he had, beln' ho
wsh slays Into a shootln scrape
continued tho old man, "an' he says
he reckoned what If two men had
Hrgyment the survivor Just nachully
tooken over the onexplred residue
t'other man' lifetime, same 's he
tooken his wad, so 'a nigh ' he e'd
reckon ho had mo 'n year
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She had voiced an ardent admiration,!
for. the poems ot D'Annuntlo. Ha had
acquired some time before an Interest
In the Ambrosia Film Company. What
could be. simpler than to offer his

a staggering salary to help
him transfer the Immortal poetry of
the great Italian to the screen? Art
and money combfned would be aura.
to win her over. They cad.

Of course the Count had. to be on
'hand most of the time to sea that the
wheels of the picture machinery were
well greased. What more natural than
that he should talk it over with the
star? And what more natural than
that he found himself 'less and less
abls to confine his talk to the work

still a comln', an' he was risln sev
enty then. Didn't 'pear to be no ways
reas'nable, but they mought 'a' been
somepln' lntc It, at that, fo he sho"
was mo' chipper like every time he
got his man.

"Him gltttn' 'a many days- - thataway
as he done, It mought 'a' been 'xpected
.what he'd make use on 'em, htit 's fur
'a anybody ever seen he never done
nothin' a tall daytimes, but ho was
the most 'ndustrlous man I ever
knowed at night.

"Useter come 'round to the tavern,
even' evenln' soon 'a he'd had his sup- -
u 1. ' tab- - hia f Ino t a , th

table In the back room an' set thar
practlsln' with a deck o' cyards till
somebody 'd come in an' start a game.

Ilever tooken but one drink afo" play- -
In , but ater the game was over ne a
take s many 's anybody wanted to
pay for, so thataway he' was a tol'able
goou customer even ir ne aian i never
buy his ownself on'y onc't of m night.

On'y fault I ever found with him
was the way he useter d'scourace the
floatln' popylation o' Greenville. 'Peared
like ho was c'nsid'able prejudiced agin'
atrangers what had any gre't luck into
the game. If they was easy the Squire
wouldn't make no 'ejections to 'cm
setttn' In 's long 's their wads 'd hold
out, but If they begin wlnnln' anythln'
to speak of they 'd arays be mo' T
less trouble an' first thing anybody
knowed they wouldn't be no stranger
Into the game no" mo. '

First off he arays useter c'lect what
money an' chips they had on the table,
clalmln' what he done win It legiti-
mate, but ater I done reasoned It, out
with him I, al'aya made him pdt up
enough outen it fo' to pay the man's
bill, an If they was enough left the
Squlro 'd gen'ly pay the fun'ral
'xpenses. He wan't no ways mean
about It If the wad was a sizable one,
but he'd bellyache c'nsid'able If they
wa'nt nothin! much left fo' him.

"As I was a aayln' the gen'l result
o' his'dlddln's was to keep down the
floatln" popylation into the c'munlty.
an' they waa some o' the cltlxens
d'sposed to be some crltlc'l 'bout it,
but the Squire he done met 'em fa'r
an squar .

lie p'Jnted out what they couldn't
nobody d'aputo'what he didn't never
had no .trouble with none o-

- nis rei-lo-

citizens, nor not with none o
them butsldera what was fetchin' cap
ital into the town. It was on'y in case
somebody come along what was liable
to carry away money what- - he inter-
fered. An' sceln' hbw they couldn't
nobody deny what he said, they come
to look on him as a public benefactor.

"I don't mind sayln' what I done
got some o' my best Idecs cjncernln'
th' upbulldtn' o' Arkansas city rm
Baulre Twombley. but that ain't
neither hyar nor thar. P'lnt la how
ho done dignified the game o' poker,
Dlayln of It like he done, an' come to
be rich an' respectable Into his old
age 'thouten never doln' no harm to
nobody wuth speakln' of. I al'ays
looked on him as beln' quite a 'riglnal
character."

" Rlglnal hell!" exclaimed Mr. m

roughly, Mr. Wlnterbottom
would frequently use coarse language
when he lost patience, and Just now
his patience seemed' to be entirely ex
hausted.,

"Yo ail 'pears to be wand'rln' like
Into yo' haid," he continue. ,"F(rs
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iSQuiRE twombley;s undoing due to greed

of the studio when Mile. Rita's merry
eyes reminded him the world is good
and youth is love springtime?

.The Count was all ready to dcclaro
Mile. Rita in on his castle and beg her
to fly with him to Naples, whero be-

neath the swaying b 'USbs of the
spaghetti trees he ouid woo her in
true Romeo fashion. Cupid came er

cropper. The g'rl in thu cas
was called to London by the lllneas of
her sister. On her way across the,
Channel she met an old friend, Oliver
Morosco, and promised that if she ever
came to 'America she would do a pic-

ture for him.
Arrived at her home In London she

.found a messenger boy on peg post

poker an' usln' days fo' chips an' all
slch flubdub, an' then yo' rings in this
yer Twombley person fo' no alrthly
puppose on'y fo' to keep yo' Jaw wag-gin- '.

Even if he was some quick on
the trigger he don't 'pear to been
nothin' mo' 'n a ornery crossroads
gambler."

"Greenville wa'n't no country cross-
roads," said the old man with much
feeling, "nor Squire Twombley wa'n't
no gambler. He never, played nothin'
but poker, an' the' on'y reason I made
mention o' him was fo' the sake o' the
gre't moral lesson they was into bis
c'reer."

"Well, go ahead an' give us tho
moral lesson," said Mr. Bassett Irrit-
ably. "Mebbe," he continued, address-
ing Mr. Winterbotom, "if he gits that
outen him they'll be a short interval
o quiet."

--Mebbe so." slid Mr. Blalsdell, as
one without faith, but Mr. Wlnterbot-
tom only snorted.

"The Squire sho' waa doln' well,"
continued the old man caJmly, "at a
time o't me wnen yo- - mougni nacnuny
reckon he'd be thlnkln' b' cashln' In'.

O' co'se that didn't trouble him none.
him bHIevin- - like I said, what fte had
c'nsid'able of a reserve to live onto I

what he'd 'cumllated often them stran
gers what he'd croaked fm time to
time."

"Plain bughouse, wa'n't he?" ob
served Mr. Blalsdell with vast con
tempt.

Well, he mought. 'a' been a leetle
off in some ways," admitted the old
man, "but that was his Idee an! It
'peered to keep him cheerful, 'a fur 's
growin' old was c'neerned. Ho didn't
have no trouble thataway, an' he
'njoyed the confidence o' the c'munlty
'long o' havln' did what he bad to'ds
makin' Greenville prosp'rous, an' beln'
rich an' respectable his ownself like
I done said afo', .

"What 'peared to be the cause o'
him beln' cut off ontlmely, like ho was
flnal, was 'long o' 'glttln' avaricious
like, an' fallln' Into evil ways 'thouten
beln' qualified proper to carry 'em out.

"They wa'n't no 'casion fo' It In his
case, beln' 's he win enough Into the
game legitimate fo' to pay hia llvln'
'xpenses an' put money In the bank
fm time to time, but no.

"I made mention a'ready, what he'd
set practlsln' with a deck every e,ve-nl- n'

till the game 'd be made up, an'
'pears like he must 'a' reckoned to'ds
the last what he was mn' expert 'n
he reely was. Then, he' 'cted with
that bnholy greed 1 'v oakln' on,
he ondertook to do mi .ncy dealln'
'n what the others 'd stand fo',

"Deacon Pettlgrew was the first one
took notice of It, him glttln' a'plctous
'long o' the Squire flllln' fo'a on the
draw ag'ln the Deacon's ace full, the
Squire havln' the deal. He didn't say
nothin' at the time, but he saya to me
a'ter the game what If it happens ag'ln
they'll be somepln' dlddln'."

Here the old man paused as If he
bad finished, but he had succeeded' In
rousing Mr. Blalsdell'a curiosity. Mr.
Blalsdell .was always Interested In the
details of poker,

Well, did It happen agin?" he
aaked.

"Onc't mo' only," said the old man,
"an' the Deacon shot blm dald."

"What'a tha moral?" aaked
looking bewildered.

"Moral Is fo' to not be too greedy.
off yo' dribbles along 'bout poetry, aJsald the old man.

MESSAGE TO

PA

Rita Jolivet.
duty at her door. A note from the'
Count. He was coming to Iondon.

Miss Jollvet gave it up. What was
the use pf running away from a hero
who pursued - you in this iicrslstcnt
fashion? She was tempted to an-

nounce her departure on, a trial flight
to the moon, but she was afraid if she
did she would And the Count tliqru
ready to welcome her when she landed.

So she. said "Yes" Instead she had
been meaning to say it ever since that
first evening at Mie dinner party In
Paris. A.oon hh the Hitter recovered
the wedding was celebrated In tho
parental home of the bride in Mayfiiir.
After the ceremony the Count ad-

mitted it was the first really free
breathing space he had had slnco the
chase began. .

And now for the climax of a perfectly
placed and played romance. The
Count and Countess de Cippico are In
America on their .honeymoon. Thev
have chosen the States for a twofold
purpose. The first reason is that no-
where is there a greater or more
glorious country whero two persons
thoroughly In love may give expres-
sion to that love. Why, Mr. Shonts
even encourages love making in his

By JEANNE JUDSON.
FAN of golden peacock feathers

set in silver, bossed with gold, a
cunningly wrought to show a

lady reclining as she plays with' Jewel
bubbles made 'of moonstones backed
with gold to give them Are: a handle

"

of silver and Ivory bordered with
pearls.

This Is not a description of the
work of some Italian goldsmith of me-
dieval times, something behind glass
doors In a museum or collector's treas-
ure box. Perhaps some craftsman of
the olden days dreamed of such a fan
as a queen's gift, or some poor 'pren
tice boy fashioned It In his imaglna- -

tion for his lady love, but it remained
for a modern workman to make it a
reality.

The hands of Ladlslas Emerlc Cen-

tal fashioned the fan in his studio on
West Eighth street, but for the in-

spiration that conceived it Mr. Zental
believes that ho must go back to tho
great' artisans of the Middle Ages, for
while all of his designs are original
his inspiration comes from the unreal-
ized dreams and unfinished labors of
the skilful craftsmen, of long ago.

In the most hurrying, most mechan
ical age In history, In the most com-

mercial country In the world, Mr. Zen
tal sits before his tiny iron anvil
mounted on an oak log and works
week after week on somo exquisite
ring or oopper vase, so absorbed in his
work that the weeks seem days and
the hours minutes. And when at last
the thing is fashioned completely he Is
loath to let lt.go out of his studio.

Here is a carneuan an men square
set In silver, a ring fit for a Riant or a
medlval king; here is a pedestal or
silver made to hold n vase of green
Persian glass SOO years old; yet the
pedestal Is worthy of the glass.

The studio is not stBge set for pa
trons. It Is a modern, cheerful room
with a fireplace and comfortable chairs
and sufficient light, but the things ere
ated In H belong to tho nklll nini I til
aklnatlon of hundreds of years ngo.

Hero is a copper tray adorned with
frogs, surrounded by air bubbles and
wrapped in green foam from tho frog
pond. There Is nothing careless, notn
ing stereotyped, nothing repeated.
Each piece of wor Is a creation of the
hands and brain of the artist

Ladlslas Zental is a sculptor, but he
does not make large statues, Ho likes
to work on little things, thoso delicate
Intricacies that Intrigued. tho art and
fancy of people who lived In an age of
decoration rather than utility.

Having spent hours of thought and
labor on his work ho loves every piece
of.lt ' - Uself and is reluctant to glvo
It up to a purchaser. Unfortunately
purchasers are necessary to provide
money to buy more rhatals and more !

i k . t. a i .i .... .i,nn. i
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subway." : The second reason is that
both tho Count and tho CouVitcss are
extremely patriotic. They are drawn
together by ties of country At this time
as well as by ties of love. They be
lieve they had a duty to perform, and
hero was the placo to discharge their
obligation.

Charles Frohman'a Measaa-e- .

This was tho duty:
Durlns ii former visit to the United

States Miss Jollvet appeared jn a
screen story called "The Unafraid" for
Iascu I. 1 ilri- - ttr.tiirnincr In Knr.
land, she took passage In tho ill fated j

Lusitania on tho trip when the ship
was torpedoed by a hubmarlne. It was
during thoso last few momenta beiore
the boat was swallowed up by the' sea
that Miss Jolivet stood beside Charles
Frohman and heard him utter the
message that has rung around the
world and will ring: "Why fear death?
It is the most beautiful adventuro in
life,

"More and more, as time goes on,"
said the Countess only the other day,

I have tho feeling I was spared to
carry that message from the lips of
one .of God's noblemen and to trans-
mit It to the heavy of heart.

"Sometimes I forget to put my re

on my work and it is brought
buck to ho signed. Then I can keep It

few months longer," says Mr. Zental.
"Tills I can keep a long time," ho adds,
showing a comb of ivory and silver.
"It Is too heavy for any modern coif-

fure."
It was-suc- h a comb aa a troubadour

might have stolen to send aa a gift to
hta lady; such a comb as women may
have, used before tho days of perma-
nent waves, French rolls and Castle
clips: an adornment for woman's
crowning glory. The design was of
two lovers embracing, but so wrapped
and twined In the tendrils of the lady's

OUR
:
4s'ver haa 'life baas' held so cheap

as It is to-da- y. Tha floor of the wona
la red with the "blood of beroee, and
till ither heroes wade through It to

carry the standard of honor and up-

rightness and equality on to' victory.
"Mothers erorywnere are coia wiui

fear or bowed In sorrow. What a balm
those words must be to them: 'Why
fear death? It la the swat beautiful
adventure in life.' Nowhera la the
English lariguage ( there so muoh ot
faith and trust concentrated In ao few
words. '

"I wish every ona could know, the
conditions existing at the time of their
utterance. We were standing, four of
us, awaiting the end. We sensed it
coming nearer, nearer.

"Instinctively we caught hold of
each one another's hands; Mr. Froh
man. my brother-in-la- w and a 'Mr.
Scott, an Englishman who had Just
taken off his life belt and put It around
an old lady who was helpless and
hysterical.

"As Mr. Frohrran finished uie im
mortal message a glgantlo wave or
water and human bodies swept us off
our feet and out 'Into tho aea. Of
course our hands were torn apart. The
force of the water was so great it tore
a pair of buttoned shoes from my feet,

saved From I.na'ltanla.
"I had made up my, mind to die and

was quite calm under the' water. Tho
thought of God came to me how at a
time like tilth He was every one's God,
a living, warm, all pervading Presence
guiding the innocent through the tor.
tuous depths, freeing their bodies and
hearts from all fear and pain. Ho was
the God of the Jew and gentile alike,
of the rich mw and the poor man, the
saint and the sinner, the woman In tho
sieerage and the lady In the suite de
luxe. The petty bickerings of creed
and doctrine seemed so foolish, ao fu
tile, before the sublime truth that Cod
is God.

"I was distinctly surprised when the
water above me began to clear and I
realized I was coming to the surface.
I was one of perhaps thirty persona
who clung to an upturned lifeboat.
The boat had been overcrowded and
had upset. It was lying In the water
and had completely turned turtle.

"As other persons came to the sur-
face they too made for the boat and
clung on. It sank lower. Another
weight added to its burden and wo
would all be lost. Yet who could stop
another human being's desperate
clutch for Hfe?

"For the first time I waa seized by
panic. Thecc on the ship I had not
been afraid. The magnificent heroism
of the men showed me the way, made
me strong. I had made up my mind
to dde. I had been strangely, unbe-
lievably, miraculously saved. It was
tha thought of having to go through it
all over again that broko down my
morale.

"At tho very moment that the flnal
hand reached out 'to grasp after life a
life raft adrift was washed beneath tho
boat and caught there. It was this
raft that buoyed us up, helped carry
the weight until help arrived.

"During the threo and'a half hours
we clung to that overturned boat there
wcro two cries of rercuo shir coming.
Both were given tdiortly after the ship
went down. Once one of these boats
was very close to us. Just aa wo
thought our Gethsemane was over the
boat disappeared from the surface of
the sea. Then we knew It wan a sub,
marine, 'that it had submerged.

Mlu Jollvet'a Mission.
When tho rescue ship finally' ar

rived and we landed In Ireland my
first 'thought was to go and cabVo
Danlil Frohman those words that had
been ringing in my mind through all
that eternity In the water. I did not
know whether Mr. Frohman had been

hair that only tho two exquisitely
modelled faces could bo seen.

Mr. Zental. being a sculptor as well
as a maker of Jewelry, has done many
bas-reli- portraits a silver bas-reli- ef

portrait of Caruso, for instance, of
which he has kept a copy in wax, and
a bronze portrait of fYanklln Conn'on,
the pianist.

Scattered about the studio were
many statuettes In bronze and silver
to be used as seals or aa pedestals for
lamps or vases. One beautiful vaso ot
copper Is a conventionalized tulip.
The flower forms the cup of the vase,
its ajender stem running down to a
base of conventionalized tulip bulbs
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Ladislas Emeric Zental making art" jfrwelry.

NATION
saved or not Everything waa la traoh
ohaoa I decided te wait AS three of
tha man who Joined hands on the declt
were lost I was tha only ena of the
party saved.

"That la why X fata my mlsatoo waa
a acred ona to carry that message
back to humanity 'Death la the most
beautiful adventure in life.' Many
times I talked It over with tho Cou:,
my nusoano. He agreed with me.

"Then we married and came to the
States on our honeymoon. Here w
found tha fires of patriotism lighted
and burning brightly, as they were on
tha other side in our own countries.
It occurred to us wo might do our
bit to keep tho fires on the altars fed,
to give new Inspiration to the mothers
and sisters and wives and sweethearts
who must give of their own to wipe
out forever such crimes against hu-
manity as the sinking of the Lusitania.

"Also there was the message. Whero
better could It be flashed forth to th
uttermost ends of tho earth than on
the screen? Make It the inspiration
of a silent drama, so that every cross- -

roads schoolboy, every far away
farmer, every village girl and every
small town woman could read and
know and live It.

"This Is how the moving drama of
the Lusitania, the events that led up
to it, the world smashing blows that
followed It, happened to bo played.
The picture Is called 'Ieet We Forget.'
The title sums up the reason for tu
existence.

"I hope those who see it will never
forget, at least not until we have wiped
out all possibilities for such catas-
trophes In the future and havo in add
God's vnpsthed waters of tho rca .1

pleasant and peaceful highway."

Haw They-Mad- e the Film.
The Count de Cippico has been lift

wife's tireless ally during the produc
tion of the picture. Morally, financially
and physically he has backed her to
the limit of his powers. He It was --a hi)

told something of the bigness of tho
undertaking. Seven months ot Inten
sive work has been put into the play.

something more man ib.vuo teet or
film haa been From this
only the cream Is clipped, tho present
version requiring a total of but C.UOQ

feet. To give an Idea of the cona mo
tive features and the waste a French
village was reproduced In entirety The
houses, buildings and so on were built
of stone and concrete, so that when tho
village was shelled by the enemy tho
correct effect would be produced. Tho
partly destroyed village Is still stand-
ing In Bronxvllle, where' the picture
waa produced.

"I have heard It murmured that I
am profiting by a great national ills- -

aster," sighed the Countess. "At first
such accusations hurt mo deeply. Rut
why should they? Then nro alnay?
scoffers ready to tear down a poa
work.

"And I feel in my heart that ll.cst
We Forget' is a good work. There are
others, patriotic Americans, who ar
doing things, and I know they ar'--
with me. How do I know? Becjno
the Government loaned im 5,000 bravo
American Sammies to help the wnr.
along.

"These Sammies appear in the bjt-- !

see nes and in the trench picture. Tli

Government also gave us access to v le

of Its biggest boats ao that wc might
properly portray the disaster. If tho
Government officials had thought ne
were simply profiteers they nouM
never have done that would they?

"If a Visit to the Lyric Thrntre
where 'Lest We Forget' is lielns
shown, Inspires one more sturdy Amer-
ican arm to carry a gnn in defence
of right or cheers one more. American
mother heart, heavy with its fear of
loss, I shall consider the work shall
not havo been in vain."

and snails. Mr. Zental ha succfcdM
In producing marvellous color effects
In oxidized copper hujre barnLshod
bowls which change from green toxoid
and from gold to glowing red in tho
light from his fire.

Mr. Zental will work for weeks on a
ring, devising a Jewel setting that
ticcms too meticulous for human hands
to accomplish, and when it Is finished
will turn with equal Interest to th
designing of a fireplace for somo large
room. One of his fireplace designs I

of oxydiced copper, brass and silver.
Fire worshippers kneel on either tide,
and the fire Itself forms tho altar.

One of the treasures of the studio
Is a Salome Jewel box. The box 1 of
silver; the figure of Salome on the
cover is of gold to represent life. whDs
the head of John the Baptist is yJlvtr

the contrast- - of death. Unltko the
usu,al Salome figure, she donn n
carry tho head beforo lier but drags
it on tho ground by tho hair l'reta
the head drops of blood are falling
rubles which drip over tho sld" of the
box and Salome herself stands in a
pool of blood formed of cunningly ttw

laid red enamel.
The price? Art for art's sak! P

member this studio is on nighth
In Greenwich Village. Of course. If
you como from up town art will find

Its modern tongue nnd tranMatn Its
treasures into terms that you can un-

derstand; but tho Vllagers do not
como to buy; they come to look cai
to drink in inspiration,

To tho rjerson who has seen nxiicira
turned out by the thousand in niodorn

factories' the work of Ladlslas ZcntaJ

seems like magic. It Is almost lncoa-cclvab- le

that the wonderful tlilnpf he
makes require no other machinery
than his hands, a forge flm and tb
tiny anvil eet on an unfinished oa

lot. Hero cold and silver, bras nn4

copper alikn nro melted into shnpeJeas

masses to bo refashioned into i.nns
of beauty nnd use.

Hut oven a rolncamaica ratoi"'""
craftbmnn cannot livo In the twejit'.ots
century without beinz In som m"-ur- e

a nart of It. Ladlslas Zental flrrt
discovered this som" etcht ears ago

when after deferring his military
vlco from year to year ho could det
it no longer, and rather than Fi"" l

his nrt for oven a few ears 1" "
his nnoestrnl homo in Hungarv nna

cam to America, '
In Hungary Mr. Zental had a

and belonged to a family to wW---

except as an avocation was as f"r "
as trade. Ho persuaded his tp!
let him attend the School of App"

Arts In Budapest. After his r i"'1"
tion he worked for his own

'ment. Then came tho quest
Ing military service.

A year of that, ond his hsno '

fomet their cunning. So he n

from year to year, usinK fa"' '
I fluence, until It was of no more
Then he came to America.

VILLAGE JEWELLER RIVALS MEDIAEVAL ART

A

JEE0

photographed.


